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1 count to learn how late it is,
Until, arrived at thirty-four,

I question, " What strange world is this
Whose lavish hours would make me poor ??l

Cuckoo !  Cuckoo !    Still on it went,
With hints of mockery in its tone ;
How could such hoards of time be spent
By one poor mortal's wit alone ?

I have it!    Grant, ye kindly Powers^

I from this spot may never stir,

If only these uncounted hours

May pass, and seem too short, with Her!

But who She is, her form and face,
These to the world of dream belong;
She moves through fancy's visioned space,
Unbodied, like the cuckoo's song.
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ONE kiss from all others prevents me,
And sets all my pulses astir,
And burns on my lips and torments me:
'T is the kiss that I fain would give her.

One kiss for all others requites me,
Although it is never to be,
And sweetens my dreams and invites me s
'T is the kiss that she dare not give me.